FROM THIRTY YEARS WITH FREUD
had escaped even this danger and after years of
travail had reached the castle. As they rushed up
the stairway, the wizard's magic caused it to collapse.
It was said that one brave prince had nevertheless
managed to ascend into the castle, but in the great
hall where the princess was enthroned a fierce fire
raged which destroyed him.
" The adventurous barber was so deeply impressed
by these tales of the beautiful princess that by and
by he sold his shop and set out to liberate her.  He
had singular good fortune;   he escaped the wild
beasts, overcame the giants, and survived many
other adventures, until at last he reached the castle.
He strode over the stairway, although it toppled
beneath him, and plunged intrepidly through the
roaring flames that were threatening to consume the
hall. At the end of the great hall he could dimly see
the princess. But as he rushed across the room and
drew near the figure, he saw a grey old woman sup-
porting herself on a cane as she sat, her face full of
wrinkles and warts, her hair drawn back in sparse,
snow-white strands.  The brave barber had forgot-
ten that the princess had been waiting sixty years
for her deliverer . . . No, my dear Reik, you are
wrong in setting such store on me and my opinion.
You must listen to what the colleagues say about
your work."
That was Sigmund Freud's way.   We shall hear
it no more.